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seemed to be able to get better results, for we ad-
vanced up the river-bed to a running fusillade. The
noise was stupendous, but innocuous enough. We
did not even hit a donkey.
"Try this,"  Miao said, suddenly producing an
enormous Colt automatic from his overcoat pocket.
"You carry one of those things now?"
"They tell me that I must." He sighed. "Before,
my work was too dangerous for me to carry a pistol.
But now I may need it." I wondered just what was in
his mind as I took the weapon. The Colt was very
efficient.
The sound of firing had drawn an interested group
of soldiers to the edge of the loess cliffs. But we soon
gave up the shooting, to my great relief without
casualties; I vowed I would never go out with an
armed party of Chinese again. We climbed from the
river-bed, past a huge bronze bell that hung from a
marble slab. My friend stroked the smooth green
patina with sensitive fingers.
"How many hundred years has it been here? But
now I will show you something new."
At the top of the cliff was a neat little country
lodge, beautifully built in modern Chinese style. It
was luxuriously furnished, and commanded a mag-
nificent view of the amazing mountains.
"This was built by Marshal Chang for his personal
use," Miao told me. "But he never lived in it. The
young officers said to him, 'Why do you spend so
much money on yourself, when the country's need is
so great?' Marshal Chang was very ashamed, and
went down to live in the caves with the soldiers. This
is where he slept*" He pointed out a smoky little